BU ZAID AND THE SLAVE GIRL

is meet that the man who delivered you should be your
governor/' and then to Bu Zaid, "This fort is yours!*5

'But Bu Zaid answered and said, "I want neither riches
nor power, give me leave to go about my pleasure."

'And so they gave to him of treasure and horses and
rizk Allah - the bounty of God - and he departed with his
brethren in the fullness of joy.'

Before the story was ended our camels, coming back from
water, appeared across the sands. Hamad and I walked out

to meet them.  As we went we crossed manv recent camel

./

tracks which showed Farajja to be a popular water-hole.
The grouped tracks of four camels walking in line arrested
my companion's attention, and he turned to me and asked
me in play which camel I saw in the sands to be best. I
pointed - pardonably, I persuaded myself - to the wrong
one. 'There,' he said, cdo you see that cuffing up of the
toes? It is a good sign: but not that skidding,' pointing to
mine, 'between the footmarks.' 'That,' he said of the third,
'is an animal that has recently been in the steppe. Do you
see the rugged impressions of her feet ? Camels that have
long been in the sands leave smooth impressions, and that5
(pointing to the fourth) 'is her baby. Your camel is big with
young - see the deep impressions of her small hind feet/
And thus and thus. It was not the least important part of
Hamad's lore - a lore shared by nearly every* dweller of the
sands in varying degree - to read the condition of the
strange camel, as yet unseen, from her marks, and hence to
know whether to flee or to pursue.

Tracking in Arabia is an exact science, beside which the
finger-print methods of the West are limited in scope, for
the sands are a perfect medium.